The Tragedy of Hamlet 

JlBaw.Thenl would you werefb honeft a man.' 

•pol. Honeft my Lora? 

Ham. I fir, robe honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thoufind. 

*7W. That’s very true my Lord. 

Bam. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead dogge, being & 
good killing carrion. Have you a daughter ? 

Pol. I have my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a blefling. 

But as your daughter may conceive, friend looke to’c. 

Pol. How fay you by that ? ftifl harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at firft,a Laid I was a fifti- monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I fuffered much extremity for love , very nearc 
this : lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. / 

Pol. What is the matter my Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene who 1 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord: 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faies here,that old 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging thicke Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they have a 
plentifull lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently beleeve, yet I hold ic 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, for your felfe fir (hall grow 
old, as I am, if like a crab you could goe backward. 

Pol. Though thisbe madnefie , yet there is method in’t„ will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire j how pregnant fometimes 
his replyes are ? a happines that often madnes hits on, which rea- 
fon and fanftitie could not fb happily be delivered of. I will'lcavc 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave ofyou. 

Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withall, except my life, except my life, except my 
life. Enter Cjuildenjierne and Rof ever aru. 

Pol. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefc tedious old fooles. 

pel. You goe to fccke the Lord Hamlet) there he is. 



Wince of Denmarke. 

Rof. God fave your fir. 

Gail. My honoured Lord. 

F^Sy^xfeflent good friends, how doft thou Cjayldenf era l 
Ah Rofencratts, good lads how dee you both ? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Gtijl. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap. 

We are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foks of her fhooe. 

Aff^Thenyou five about her waft, or in the middle of her fa- 

Guyl. Faith her privates we. . ( vors * 

Ham. In the fecret parts of fortune, oh moft true,lheis a {trum- 
pet. Whatnewes? . 

Rof None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. .(true. 

Ham. Then is Doomef-day neere : but your newes is not 

But inthe beaten way of friendfhip, what make youat Elfeaourl 

%of To vifit yon my Lord, no ocher occafion. 

JA?7«.Begger that I am, I am even poore in thanks, but I thank 
you, and fure deare friends my thanks are too deare a halfe-peny t 
were you not lent for Pis it your owne inclining ? is it a free vifita— 
tion ? come, come, deale juftly with me, come, come, nay fpeake* 

Guyl. What fhould we fay my Lord ? 

Ham.hny thing, but to’th purpofe.you were fent for, and there 
is a kind of confeffion in your lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour : I know the good King and Queene 
have lent for you. 

Ref To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me :but let me conjure you by the 
rights ofourfellowfhips, by the confonancyof onryouth ,bythe 
obligation of our ever preferved love , and by what more deare a. 
better propofer can charge you withall , bee even and dire& with: 
me whether you were fent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you ? . 

Ham - Nay then I have an eie of you,ifyou love me hold not off. 

Guyl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why, fo fhall my anticipation prevent your 
difeovery, and your fecrecy to the King and Queen moult no fea- 
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